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CHAPTEE VIII.
RETURN   TO   MUTTRA.
As soon as I had told my story, my brother suggested
that I had better come with him and repeat it to Mr.
Colvin. A drive of a mile or so brought us to Govern-
ment House, a very large one-storied building, standing
in grounds laid out something like an English park,
and dotted over with small thorny trees. A crowd of
servants in white dresses and gay turbans were seated
before the door. As we pulled up several of them jan
down the steps, and conducted us through an enclosed
verandah that served as a hall into a handsomely
furnished drawing-room. An attendant, with a dagger
in his waistband and covered with a profusion of broad
gold lace, presently entered and announced that Mr.
Colvin was at leisure and would see me. So saying and
requesting me to follow him, he led the way through
several rooms to a large long one on the other side of
the house. I entered through the folding doors, and
found Mr. Colvin seated at the end of a long table, which
was covered with books and papers. At his request I
commenced to describe the mutiny of the Bhurtpore
army, my flight, and the other occurrences I had wit-
nessed.
As I proceeded in my narrative it struck me that
Mr. Colvin was not paying much attention;  I  soon